^e,orc<yn q 
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North. Reproach and defection hangeth ouer him. 
Rojfe. He hath not Money for thefe Irijb Warres, 

His burthenous taxations notwithftanding. 

But by the robbing of the baniiht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfman mod degenerate King ; 

But Lords, we heare this fearefulltempeft fing, 

Yetfeeke no Ihelterto auoyde the ftormc. 

Wefeethe Winde lit fore vpon our Sailes, 

And yet we ftrike not, but lecurely pcrifh. 

‘Rojfe. We fee the very W racke that we muft fuffer, ■ 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfo the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Not fo, euen through the hollow eies of death, 
I efpie life peering.; but 1 dare not fay , 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 
ml Nay let vs lhare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours. 
Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy feife ; and fpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from Le fort blan 
( A Bay in Brit am) receiudc intelligence, 

That Harry Duke of Herford, Ray noli L. Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbifiiop late of Canterbury, 




Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir lohn Ramfton, 

Sir lohn Norberie,iir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coines 
All thefowellfurniihedby thebuke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warrc, 

Arc making hither with all due expedience* 

And fliortly meane to touch ourNorthern (bore, 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland : 

, ^ _^If then we fiiallfhake olf our Cnuntries flauifh yoke, 

I mp e out our drowping Countries broken Wing, 

L - Rcdeenie from broken pawne the blemifhtCrowne, 

Wipe of the dull that hides our Scepters guilty . 

And make high Maieftielooke like it feife, . t - % 
AwaywithrheihpofttoRaucnfpurgh* ' h- * "• 

V '-A - 0 • Bur 










Ricbsrd the Second, 

An t“*“”r P S“tKin8l m 

Icantiotdooit j yet 1 kno.no caufe 

Why 1 ftiould welcome fuch agueft asGnetc, . 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gue lt, 

As my fweete Richard: yet agame me thinks 

Some^nbornc Sorrow ripe mFortuneswon , 

Shew nothing but confufion, eyde a^ry, - ^ 

Diftinguifh forme t foyour fe W-Mg** 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but (haaow es ^ 

Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious Quccne^ o 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is^n ^ 

Or if it be, tis with falfc Sorrowes.gyes, , , 

Which for things true, weepes-things imaginarie, 

Itnuyb<=.ro,but,«m,inwa.dSoul? , 

Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, ; 

I cannot but be fad * fo heauie fad,. , 

As though on thinking on, no thought ! thmke, 

Mates mewith heauie notfoogfamt 





